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" You've got twenty minutes now.    Get your
luggage aboard."

My bag was where it could not be reached in
twenty minutes. Roughing it may have its
humours, but to suffer through it, as I was almost
aware I must, if I stayed, would more than
outweigh the legitimate interest of a first voyage,
except for heroic youth with its gift of eternal
life. Simple ignorance, as usual, made me heroic*
I went on deck, and found the steward sitting on
a box, with a bucket of sprats before him, tearing
off their heads, and then throwing the bodies
contemptuously into another bucket. The ends
of his fingers and thumbs were pink and bright,
and were separated from the remainder of his
dark hands by margins of glittering scales. He
compared to me, as he beheaded the fish, the
girls of Hull and London. But what I knew of
the girls of but one city was so meagre in compari-
son that I could only listen to his particulars in
silent surprise. It was notable that a man like
that, who pulled the heads and guts of fish like
that, should have acquired a knowledge so pecu-
liar, so personal, of the girls of two cities. While
considering whether what at first looked like the